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into the enchanted glade where since her childhood a
white horse had been waiting for her to ride away, she
left her former self behind, asleep on the outskirts of the
Garden.
And even when she remembered in how deep a per-
suasion of Lewis's approach she had entered the gallery,
and understood that he would not come; even when "it
became clear that her assurance was delusion, a happy
delusion as her imagining of Rupert's death had been
unhappy, she was at peace, thinking: Perhaps this stillness
which comes to me in the companionship of Brueghel is
of the same nature with the stillness within the world that
Lewis is seeking, and I am nearer to him now than I have
ever been.. . . Perhaps there is in me, after all, a little
of what he dreams of and imagines in me. When I read
his letters again I shall not be a stranger to them or be
ashamed.
She returned to her hotel, put on the blue dress and the
piece of sapphire Uncle Pieter had given her, and sat on
a low stool beside her bedroom fire. Across her bed was
lying the dress she had bought earlier in the morning. On
entering the room, she had taken it out of the cardboard
box in which it had been delivered, and, shaking out its
folds, had let it fall and forgotten it. Now, seeing it again:
It doesn't belong to me, she said; it has nothing to do
with me.
She rang the bell and the chambermaid answered it—
a timid German girl with clumsy feet and hands, but with
the slow gait and simple stance of a countrywoman, and a
startled innocence of expression. Julie asked her now, in
her own language, if she were German.
">, Frau Grafin."
"From Prussia?*'
"Ja, Frau Grafin."
"I also."
The girl's eyes brightened; then grew dull. "But your
ladyship is Dutch, not German," she said.
"I was not born German. But my husband is Prussian/'
"Prussia is a long way off," the girl said slowly; and

